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"My child !" " My own child ! " " My very own
sister," Agnes might be heard to utter many
times each day, as she would gaze into the little

face of God's oAvn gift. "Now I have a com-
])anion—you and I shall ahvays be pals," she

Avould Avhisper to the little mite and quickly

the shades of loneliness seemed to pass out of

Agnes 's life as her joy became centered in the

precious child God had given her, and the

little companion would "coo" a comprehensive
response to the depths of maternal love which
daily thrust its roots deeper and deeper into

Agnes' dear heart.

Three other little treasures blossomed and
died and although Agnes 's mother heart was
jnerced with grief, yet she seemed to find balm
in that God had left her her little companion

—

her very oavji—-"her sister, "as she loved to

call her.

"She shall never go to the Sisters' school,"

declared the father when Clare had arrived at

school age and the fond mother Avas intent with
preparations for this new stage in the life of

her "pal." "My seven sisters were all edu-

cated in the public school and so will she be."
Agnes had expected this storm for the matter
of faith had been a sensitive topic in the little

household, especially of late. Agnes had al-

ways adhered to one of her mother's oft-used

principles, "the quietest way is the best," and
so she had not mentioned where nor when the

child was going to school, though in fact, she

was going to the Sisters' school the following

day. For some moments Agnes was silent ; her
soul breathed forth all its confidence in the

Sacred Heart. "Harry," she said in firm, low
tone, "you promised that the offspring should
be reared in their mother 's faith ; it is my duty
to send the child to a Catholic school and she
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IS going tomorrow
"Not while I am head of this house is she

going," and with that the father gave vent to

all the venom pent up within him, and then
with little regard for the further usefulness of

the furniture that lay in his frenzied path, he
strode from the room.
"O God! I will endure anything!" Yes, the

words had been on her lips before but not Avith

such significance as they now bore. Late into

the night, that mother-heart was prostrate be-

fore the Ever Faithful One. When she Aveut

to her room, she attempted several times to talk

Avitli her husband but each time found him sul-

len and silent, thrusting her arm from him when
she dared to lay it tenderly, coaxingly u])on his

shoulder.

Heavy clouds enveloped tlie sky and all was
dark and still, as Agnes stealthily slipped from
the room the next morning.

"A suit case^yes—that Avill hold many of

the baby's things. This trunk I can send for

later. I'll manage somehow if he doesn't send
the rest."

Calmly—Yes, with a strength she had never
before experienced, she went down to the

kitchen and prepared breakfast.

"You understand, T mean what I said, she's

not going to a Catholic school," thundered the

husband as he entered the room. For a fcAv

moments, the stillness Avas tantalizing. Then
Agnes replied: "Either she is going to the

Catholic school today Avith your consent,

Harry, or she is going Avithout it. I have ar-

ranged her clothes and thought I might rent

a room AA^here she and 1 might live. SomehoAv
I'll earn a living for her. Here, eat your
breakfast, Harry. I must pack yonr Innch
box."
"1 don't Avant no lunch," groAvled the

stunned man. "I am not going in today."
Agnes left the room, hoAvever, and for a fcAV

minutes stood by the kitchen sink lifting and
replacing the same pan some several times

;

then as her husband's steps became more pro-

nounced as he paced up and doAvn the floor,

she Avent out to the yard Avhere she took doAvn
some "pieces" from the line, little heeding the
clothes pins falling to the ground, nor the sheet

dragging along the clay, as she returned to

the kitchen.

Where Avas he? She ]ieeped ; she listened.

NoAvhere could she see nor hear him. Yes, she
Avould have time to bring a trunk doAvn to the
vestibule and put in it some necessaries. But
she Avould first tend to Clare so that she Avould

be ready in time for school. By eight, she had
arranged almost everything, had tidied the
dining room and Avas noAV in the midst of a

note to her husband—she only Avanted him to

knoAv her duty to God and the salvation of her
l)aby's soul came first; she Avould pray for him
and ahvays be faithful to him. It Avas better
that he should have left first, it made it easier

noAV, she Avas just thinking, Avhen the front
door brusquely opened and in came her hus-
band.

"Let her go to that school of yours till she
has finished her grammar grades, and then I'll

tend to her," he .said bluntly, and retracing his

steps quickly to the entry, he placed the trunk
on his shoulders and Avhen he had reached the
third floor he seemed to give more fitting ex-
pression to his interior as the trunk landed
AA'ith a terrific thud upon the floor.

"The quietest Avay is the best, 1 suppose,"
half absent-mindedly Agnes uttered as she put
on baby's hat and coat and placed the little

slate and pencil in the eager, outstretched


